After reflecting for a while I asked my last ques-
tion:
"Then you think that tramps, opium addicts and
millionaires are beings of the same order?"
This remark must have offended him. His eyes grew
round and his spleen turned them green.
"I think you are ill-bred/"* he snapped.
"Good-bye!"  said I.
He saw rne politely to the porch and remained standing
on the top of the steps, staring down at his shoes. In front
of his house was a lawn covered with thick, evenly-cut
grass. I was walking over the lawn exulting in the thought
that I should never see this man again when I heard a
voice behind me.
"Hallo!"
I turned back. He was still standing on the porch and
Staring at me.
"Have you more kings than you need over there in
Europe?"" he asked slowly.
"If you ask me we don't need any of them!"" I replied.
He turned aside and spat.
"I was thinking of hiring a couple of good kings for
myself/' he said. "What do you say to that?"'
"But what for?"
"It would be amusing, you know. I would order them
to box right here. . . ,""
He pointed to the lawn in front of his house and added
in the tone of a query:
"From one to half past one every day, eh? It would be
pleasant to indulge in art for a half hour after lunch " . .
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